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also a woman (Buchanan?) who wrote a blank book about herself
in Arab hands. They were gentle with her but killed her husband.
Leachman was a thin jumpy nervous long fellow, with a
plucked face and neck. He was full of courage, and hard as
French nails. He had an abiding contempt for everything native
(an attitude picked up in India). Now this contempt may be a
conviction, an opinion, a point of view. It is inevitable perhaps,
and therefore neither to be praised nor blamed. Leachman
allowed it to be a rule of conduct. This made him inconsiderate,
harsh, overbearing towards his servants and subjects: and there
was, I stake my oath, no justification for the airs he took. Leach-
man was an ordinary mind, but a character of no ordinary hard-
ness. I do not say a great character, for I think it made its im-
pression more by its tough skin and unyielding texture than by
any great spread or degree. I should call him a man too little
sensitive to be aware of other points of view than his own: too
little fine to see degrees of greatness, degrees of rightness in
others.
He was blunt and outspoken to a degree. Such is a good point
in a preacher, a bad point in a diplomat. It makes a bullying
judge, too. I think he was first and foremost a bully: but not a
fleshy bully. He had no meat or bulk on him: a sinewy, wasted
man, very yellow and dissatisfied in face. He was jealous of
other people's being praised.
For his few days with us in Hejaz we were not prepared
'Leachman', it was a great name and repute in Mesopotamia (a
land of fourth-raters) and we thought to find a colleague in him.
After less than a week we had to return him on board ship, not
for anything he said, though he spoke sourly always, but because
he used to chase his servant so unmercifully that our camp took
scandal at it. The servant was a worm, a long worm, who never
turned or showed a spark of spirit. Any decent servant would
have shot him.
Leachman lasted a long time after that: but one day he spat
in a sheikh's face at a time when the veil of terror under which
we had worked in Mespot had worn thin. The chief upped and
shot him in the back, as he was running out of the tent. Both
insult and reprisal were almost unprecedented in the history of